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One-Shot 


Author's Notes: 


Doing something a little different, and | hope it's okay by everyone! There were at least 3 Steven/Axl prompts 
| wanted to do, and they were all potentially connectable, so | decided to make them into a mini-series. | don't 
know (yet) though if they are all from the same wisher. So | hope it's not a problem for anyone! Anyway, on 


to part one.. 


Steven waits in silence. 


They are arguing again, about something. About everything. Axl and Izzy. Yelling at each other about the way 
something should sound or shouldn't sound. They are always fighting. 


Slash doesn't seem to care this time. Maybe he even thinks it's a little funny. Not much seems to ratte him, 


which is why Steven likes him so much. They're a lot alike, in that way. 


Duff gets rattled a lot, just like Axl and Izzy. But he discovered at some point he could pretend it away if he 


was hammered enough. But then it's not pretend anymore, Steven supposes. 
Axl though. Shit gets to Axl but.. 


Steven tries to process the idea attempting to surface in his mind. Twirls his drumsticks between his fingers 
while he waits for the screaming to stop. Axl is a force of nature. Like a fucking tornado in skintight 


secondhand leather pants. Everything rattles Axl, and Axl rattles everything right the fuck back 


He is the opposite of everything Steven is. And Steven waits. In silence that is starting to crawl up under his 
skin and raise the hairs on his forearms. 


The sticks go still in his hand as he continues to watch the scene unfold. Izzy is attempting to brush the shit 
aside, do a fuck if, who cares, lets move on, but the total rage in his eyes says he'll bring it up again the first 
chance he gets. Izzy knots his anger up into tiny balls of grudge that sit and stew in the pit of his stomach 


for days and weeks waiting to come back out. 


Axl can't let things go, once they're started. Maybe because he knows they'll become one of Izzy's grudges. 
But also just because that's how Axl is. Once something is started, he will go down in the flames of it. No 
matter how ugly it gets, Axl keeps poking it, like prodding a dying bonfire to uncover still-sizzling coals. 


He is the opposite of Steven 


Steven decided early in life that anger was pretty much a useless thing. An anchor. Baggage. He was gonna be 
happy no matter what, a fucking clown if he had to be, and it worked for him. It made people like him, and it 
got him laid. He was cute and charming. It disarmed people, and it made them happy, too, so why the hell 
bother with heavy shit like being mad and holding grudges? He finds himself telling people stuff like that a lot. 
Friends, and the chicks he dates. 


The chicks he dates always have baggage. They are drawn to him, or maybe he is drawn to them. He kinda 
likes them. The chaotic ones, the fiery ones. 


He has no fucking clue why, though, look where anger gets other people-- Izzy holds onto it like fucking 
receipts from an adding machine in his gut. Duff has plenty of it, but who would ever know anymore, under all 
the vodka. And now that Steven really thinks about it, maybe Slash isn't as relaxed as he always thought he 
was. When he isn't completely off his ass, he has a habit of climbing right into the ring with Axl and Izzy. But 
Slash much prefers to be off his ass and behind his hair, lost in a riff or ten 


Axl is the only one of them that is willing and able to be pissed off, however big and however long, and know 
that he won't self-destruct because of it. 


Steven wonders what it's like to be like that. Fearless? Is that the right word? 


Probably not. Axl is afraid of lots of things. Maybe more things than Steven is. Definitely more things. Steven 


rubs at his forearms. 


Izzy storms out, and Duff and Slash are already pulling their instruments from their necks, groaning, bitching 
at Axl for his part in the bullshit. This happens at least twice a week, and it's almost always Axl who stays 
behind to get yelled at for it. 


He's standing with his hands halfway raked through his hair, squeezing his head like he's got a pounding 
headache, eyes closed. He's pretending he doesn't hear them. He hears them. He's listening to every word and 
memorizing them all. Axl hears the criticisms much louder than anything else. Steven doesn't know how or why 


he suddenly understands this, but he does. 


So after Slash and Duff are done bitching, Steven wanders over to where Axl is still standing, frozen, grabbing 
his own head, and whispers to him another thing he understands, 


"Hey. He'll be back in two hours, and he'll start yelling at you about some shit you did last week, and then we'll 
get started again" 


For a second, he's not sure if Axl hears him. But then the other man's eyes open, and his hands slide down 


from his head. "What?" 

"You ain't noticed he's got a pattern? You all do, it's like fuckin Dynasty in here or something.’ 

Maybe its a dumb thing to say, but it sends a rush of adrenaline through Steven's body that he can feel 
above and beyond the smack, and in that moment he realizes that what he's been trying to figure out about 
Axl isn't really about Axl at all 

It's about what Axl makes him feel. 

The other man rolls his eyes. "You're probably fucking right 

"I'm always right, dipshit," Steven says, using the megawatt smile that never fails to charm the daylights out 
of every toddler and old lady he meets. "So can we keep jamming while he's gone, or are you gonna mope and 
shit?" 

"Fuck you, Adler, | don't mope," Axl says, and punches Steven hard on the arm. But he's smiling a little, at least. 
And so that's what they do. They jam. Axl screams the stress off, and within five or six songs, he is laughing 


and joking again, and Steven feels it all in the depths of his belly, the thrill of it being Ais doing, that Axl is 
happy again. If only for the time being. 


And sure enough, it takes more like three hours, but Izzy straggles back in Pissed off about something Axl 
said two days ago. (And another thing..) 


Axl fucking hates Izzy's mental done-wrong receipts-- even though Axl has a similar set-- and another 
meltdown starts. This one won't take as long. It never does. 


Steven waits in silence, trying to contain a smile. 


